"LUNCH IN LONDON, the day after tomorrow. . . ."

The skipper dropped the words out of one corner of his
mouth without disturbing the cigarette in the other corner.
He disposed of some three thousand miles of atmosphere as
nonchalantly as you would toss a peanut shell over your
shoulder.

I blinked. But only once. After all, the past two days had
been so fantastic that this ultimate scene and conversation
on the brilliantly lighted airfield outside a city in one of the
Southern states, beside the big airliner which was to take me
to England in a scheduled thirty-six hours, seemed part and
parcel of the events that had been happening thick and fast
ever since the telephone woke me at seven o'clock one
morning.

The telephone had summoned me from a dream in which
Richard and I were running, hand in hand, down our own
narrow strip of Cape Cod beach into the ocean. Sleepily,
unwilling to let go of that dream, I reached for the receiver
and held it to my ear. New York calling. At Dennis,
Cape Cod, at seven o'clock of a May morning, New York
seems as far away as London or Timbuktu.

"Are you up?" the voice of my lawyer demanded crisply.

Knowing me as she does, this was purely a rhetorical